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On Ms return from the Abbey, Irving found Scott
ready for a ramble. I cannot refuse myself the pleasure
of extracting some parts of his description of it.
"As we sallied forth, every dog in the establishment turned
out to attend us. There was the old staghound, Maida, that
I have already mentioned, a noble animal, and Hamlet, the
black greyhound, a wild thoughtless youngster, not yet arrived
at the years of discretion; and Finette, a beautiful setter, with
soft, silken hair, long pendent ears, and a mild eye, the parlor
favorite. When in front of the house, we were joined by a
superannuated greyhound, who came from the kitchen wagging
Ms tail; and was cheered by Scott as an old friend and com-
rade. In our walks, he would frequently pause in conversation,
to notice his dogs, and speak to them as if rational companions;
and, indeed, there appears to be a vast deal of rationality in
these faithful attendants on man, derived from their close in-
timacy with him. Maida deported himself with a gravity be-
coming his age and size, and seemed to consider himself called
upon to preserve a great degree of dignity and decorum in our
society. As he jogged along a little distance ahead of us, the
young dogs would gambol about him, leap on his neck, worry
at his ears, and endeavor to tease him into a gambol. The old
dog would keep on for a long time with imperturbable solem-
nity, now and then seeming to rebuke the wantonness of his
young companions. At length he would make a sudden turn,
seize one of them, and tumble him in the dust, then giving a
the Cheviots j are you not glad to see England again ? ' We assured her
•we were, though we should quit Scotland with so much regret. £ Well,7
she said, ' I should not have liked you if you were not glad to return
home/ Her father had taken her to London the year before, and she was
delighted to get hack again, and to hail the Cheviots on her return. It
was plain to see she was her father's darling, and she talked of him with
enthusiasm. She has a very natural, unaffected character, with a strong
tincture of romantic feeling, fjwhich seemed judiciously kept in check by
him, as she said he did not allow her to read much poetry, nor had she
even read all his own poems, which were never to be found in the way, at
their house. She spoke of her sister and her brothers, with a warmth of
affection very pleasing. On asking what was become of Camp, she shook
her head, and said he was dead. ' You must never come to Abbotsf ord
when my of iihe dogs die, for there is a sad weeping amongst us all.' " —
Lang% Life of lackkart, vol. i pp. 232-234.]

